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Well, well, looky here. It’s about time somethin' fun¬ 
ny happened in this rag. This is somethin' yacan sink 
yer pointed little teeth into, although I would advise 
usin' scissors for best results! 
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PROUD AS A PEABRAIN 



could come up with. “Battle For Keeps Of 
The Network Stars" was the best article in the 
issue. Murad Gumen and Kent Gamble are a 
great team. Stan Lee should be proud of his 
great humor magazine. 

Billy Hall 
Mayking, KY 

Yes. he should be. shouldn't he... --Ed. 


Dear Fools. 

Your magazine stinks so much it’spitiful. I 
read your movie parody of Flash Gordon, and 
I thought it was stupid, 1 saw the movie 
twelve times, and it was good! I also read 
"Space War Wizards", and that was just as 
dumb and stupid as “ Flush Gorgon" 

A Flash Gordon Fan 
Audrey Washington 
Palo Alto. CA 

Dear Crazy, 

I like your magazine very much. Especially 
issue #75.1 really enjoyed "Flush Gorgon"'. 
especially when the C.I.A. came in. 


Dear Crazy, 

I would like to commend Bob Larkin for 
his excellent cover (issue #75). It was top 
notch, and very funny. I also enjoyed your sa¬ 
tire of Flash Gordon. It was very funny. 

Larry Barrows 
Kenner, LO 


Dear Crazy People, 

I just bought issue #75. I loved your 
“Flush Gorgon ” satire. I didn't see the mo¬ 
vie, and after reading your satire, I don’t think 
1 want to. 1 personally am an alien from Jupi¬ 
ter, where we all must wear stupid spotted 
suits, and make our hair all curly. Oh yeah, 
and we gotta smoke cigars and wear stupid 
hats, and put on make-up. But, to spite all 
this, 1 actually find time to read your great 
magazine. And if you think I’m buttering you 
up to ask you something, you’re right. Do you 
think you could send me some earth clothes? I 
look stupid as a clown. 

Binky Snotslinger 
Chlorfax, Jupiter 

Dear Crazy, 

Issue #75 was my first issue. Your parody 
of Flash Gordon was great. Your writer, Paul 
Kupperberg, should be proud of his great 
work. Teen Hulk was marvelous work also. 
“Space War Wizards". “Crazy Children's 
Classics", Howard The Duck, The Eleventh 
Hour Special, and your "Fantasy Vs. Reali¬ 
ty" pieces are articles no other magazine 
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Barry Prioste 
San Jose, CA 

Thanks, Barry. The C.I.A. are always 
good for a few laughs. Other space-nuts in¬ 
clude Aaron Cohen of Rocksville, MD; Mike 
Berchner of Butler, PA; Ibn Mann of Brook¬ 
lyn. NY: Mitchell Haferbecker of Cedar Rap¬ 
ids, IA; Matt Schulz of Colonial Heights, VA: 
Linda Cook of Long Island, NY; Scott Kelly of 
Thornhill. Ontario; Bill Cravo of North Dant- 
mount, MA; John Byrd of Louisville. KY; 
Mark Mlandinich of Alamanda. CA: Alvin 
and James of Mililani, HI; Barry Parsons of 
Millvale P.E.I.; and Herb Bought! of Alamo- 
gorgo, NM -Ed. 


Dear Crazy, 

I really liked issue #75. I didn’t like 
"Flush Gorgon" , but I did like The Eleventh 
Hour Special. I especially liked “Television 
Shows That Didn’t Quite Make It" . I loved 
"Diff rent Croaks". 

Keith Hobba 


Dear Crazy, 


Carlisle, PA 


I love your magazine. I really enjoyed 
“Flush Gorgon" in issue #75, it was hilar¬ 


ious. And “T.V. Shows That Didn’t Quite 
Make It" cracked me up. "Hippy Days" and 
“Soup"111 What a riot. 


Jeff Kart 


Westland, MI 

Dear Zany People, 

I loved #75 of Crazy. I really liked “Tele¬ 
vision Shows That Didn't Quite Make It" and 
"Space War Wizard". By the way, “ Flush 
Gorgon" should have been called “Trash 
Gordiner". 


Samantha Polmanteer 


Venice, CA 



GATOR AIDES 


Dear Crazy, 

Hur! Hur! Hur! Just Finished issue #75 and 
by golly it sure was a funny one. Hur! Hur! 
Hur! I enjoyed the Eleventh Hour Special 
take-off on "Sabba" . even though I am a 
great fan of theirs. I’m sure they enjoyed it too 
and are not mad at you, as they are swell fun- 
loving Swedes like me. 

Bill Skimir 
late of Arizona 

To Crazy and Its Readers, 

1 wished to save this letter as a last-ditch at¬ 
tempt to get you to surrender, but a letter in 
your issue #75 changed my mind. It w r as, 
let’s say, the straw that broke the camel's 
back. 

I am referring to the letter from "An Olivia 
Fan". This letter broke my heart, as does all 
the feeble attempts to show your creeps what 
is good. I can't believe you defiled Xanadu 
--that’s low, even for you. I wish [could write 
to this Olivia fan personally, but I see the need 
for anonymity. 

But, help nonetheless is on the way. Start¬ 
ing soon. Crazy, you will be crushed by a face 
(sic) the likes of which you have never seen. 
This is not a violent threat. You will receive 
the first round of fire soon, I’d appreciate it if 
you’d print them; it should be interesting. 

Brace yourselves, those of you who wish to 
see Crazy defiled and destroyed the way it has 
destroyed others... 

...Your Messiah is here. 

Another Olivia Fan 
Royal Oak, MI 
Hey buddy... yer mom wears army 
boots. “Messiah”?!? Well har-dee-har- 
har. Har. Chuckle. Snicker snicker. - 
O.T.C. 





GREEN MAIL 

M Dear Crazy, 

■»> I just read issue #75 and I thought Teen 
Hulk was great; the funniest one yet! Baby 
Hulk was just as great! 

Lisa Fox 
Bridgeport. CT 

p.S. -Tell Obnoxio I love him. 

Buzz off, broad. --Q.T.C. 

Hey, Crazy, 

In issue #75, 1 really liked "Teen Hulk ", 
even though I didn't know what the heck was 
going on. 

Jon Zava 
Rochester, NY 
That's okay, Jon. We seldom know what’s 
going on ourselves. Other Teen Hulk fans in¬ 
clude Craig Beam of Aurora, OR; Leah Ouzi- 
nizn of somewhere in Michigan; and Bobby 
Shader of Louisville, KY. —Ed. 

Crazy People, 

You make Hulk angry! In ish #75 you try¬ 
ing to make fun of Hulk! In "Hulk Vi. Har¬ 
vard Man ", you trying to say Hulk no speak 
right! Hulk ANGRY! Hulk go to New York 
and wreck Crazy printing press! 

The Incredible Hulk 
Nd give address 
That may not be such a bright idea, Hulk- 
sie... considering Crazy is printed in Sparta. 
Illinois. -Ed. 

« 

Ggys, 

"Crazy's Children's Classics", in issue 
#75, was simply hilarious (and, believe me. I 
know funny when I see it). Stephen Mcllor 



must be marvelously insane. We already 
know Mike Carlin is nuts. Let’s see more 
stuff from those two... Like "Dick and Jane 
Rob a Bank" 

William Wallace 
New Jersey 


Dear Editor, 

With a Hollywood actor as president, and a 
star-struck film fan trying to assassinate him, 
the rest of the world is becoming bemused try¬ 
ing to sort out fact from fantasy, and who is 
sane and who is crazy, in the U S. A. 

Don’t you think you should run for presi¬ 
dent, next election? There's never been a 
journalist have a go yet; you could surely pick 
a great cabinet from among the staff at Crazy, 
and I'm sure there are plenty of your readers 
who would like.to assassinate you. 

Yours sincerely, 
Maude Walker 
Western Australia 

Dear Sirs, 

In issue #71 of your magazine, a Miss Teri 
Hopper wrote a letter complaining about your 
making fun of death. I did not read the issue in 
which you perpetrated the accused crime, but 
I can tell you that it is not nice to make fun of 
dead people! How would you like it if us dead 
people made fun of you live people?! 

Simon Garth 
New Orleans, LA 

Dear Crazy, 

My mother and I read your magazines, and 
we think they are neat. My father says they 
are trashy, and the staff’s I.Q. couldn’t possi¬ 
bly be over 18. 

Dean Wilson 
Beverly Hills, CA 
P.S. —I loved "Crazy's Children's Classics" 
in issue #75. 


OBNOXIO’S ABUSE COLUMN 




Dear Moron, 

1 am an American, but I live and go to 
school in Saudi Arabia. My three favorite 
magazines are Mad, Crazy, and 
Cracked, but out of all three books, you 
have got to be the most supid character 
et. Reading your articles is boring. I’d 
ave more fun watching cement grow! 
You are an unsanitary waste. I didn’t fig¬ 
ure that out by looking for you in sewers, 
it's just that everytime I open a Crazy and 
look at your ugly, raunchy face, there's a 
toxic oaor rising from the page! You are 
crude, rude, and socially unacceptable!! 

Dirk DeSouza 
Jeddah, Saudi Arabia 

So, I’m an unsanitary waste, huh? 
Well, what kinda waste are you? I 
mean, ya must be real stinko if yer 
mom sends ya all th’ way to Saudi Ara¬ 
bia to go to school. Do ya take a school 
bus? Or is it the school camel? Magic 
carpet, maybe? Do ya wear one of 
them funny dresses with the dish cloth 
that hangs off yer head? Huh? Get th’ 
sand out from between yer ears! I’m 
talkin' to ya! And as fer me bein’ social¬ 
ly unacceptable... well... yer sister likes 

'#****#* 
Okay, kiddies, it’s news time. This very 
ish contains th’ Crazy guide to “Surviv¬ 
ing The Coming Nuclear Holocaust”! 
It’s th’ smart way to prepare for th’ end 
of it all. Do yerself a favor gang... keep 
this one away from yer parents. 
—O.T.C. 

Address all hale mail to: "Obnoxio’s 
Abuse Column" do the address below (and if 
you send us your picture, he' II make fun of 
that, too!). --Ed. * 

Warning: Sending letters .to this column indicates the 
sender’s willingness to be abused. Where all the sender s 
friends and relatives can see. Right here. And, if you don’t 
include your name and address on the letter, we won tev- 
en look at it. Nope. 
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Workers of the world unite —you have 
nothing to lose... except maybe your jobs! 
But don’t despair ’cause it looks like there’s 
hope! And all it took was three glamorous, 
highly paid Hollywood super-stars to 
show us workin’ stiffs what it’s like working 

with... 


Welcome to Conglomerated Conglomerates 
Conglomerated Incorporated, Mrs. Ferntreel 

Let me be the first to congratulate you on your 
position here! 


What exactly 
is my 

position here, 
Mrs. 

Nutshead? 


Well, that all depends on 
whether or not you let the office 
letch latch onto you! That’s him 
over there— Hart Les Hart 
Junior III! 


Frankly, I don’t 
think you dames 
belong In an office! 
It’s a man’s world! 
Women should be 
kept barefoot and 
pregnant! What are 
you looking at, 
_Fruitty? 


Actually, 

nothing! 

But don’t let 
that get 
around... 
we could 
lose our 
phoney* 
baloney 
jobs! 


Oh, I was 
just 

wondering 
how many 
pounds of 
bacon we 
could get 
out of you! 


For such a big 
office there isn’t 
much going on 
here! What does 
Conglomerated 
Conglomerates 
Conglomerated 
Incorporated do 
anyway? 


Dododee's the boss’s private 
secretary... if you know what I 
mean! Wink-wink, nudge-nudge! 


She’s not here 
for her typing 
skills, 
sweetie! 



You mean 
she and Mr. 
Hart are... ? 

/ 


































Dododee, I want you to take a letter... better 
yet, let me take a letter—like D as In.., 
slobber... D-Cupl 


...your lovely, 
white neck... 


Nonsense, Mrs. Ferntree—as far 
as I’m concerned, you're just a 
fellow worker! The fact that you’re 
a woman makes absolutely no 
difference to me—I don’t even 
notice... gulp!... y- your 
sensuous, shapely I- leg... 


Well, at 
least he's 
fair about 


—He does that 
to all women! 



■tMB 

I 




1 ^ ^ 











































Harl I knew you couldn’t handle 
the job, Fruitty! You’re already 

swamped! 


Glad to hear it... that means you 
can get me a cup of coffee! 


I can handle things as well as a man. 


There 
you go— 
being a 
chauvinist 
pig again! 


I’ve had 
enough of 
your 

disgusting 
chauvinism 
Mr. Hart! 


Yeah! You’ve 
been taking 
advantage of 
us 'cause we’re 
women long 
enough! 


Bah! I told you ...youi 
being a woman 
doesn’t bother me 
... even your... wow! 


Well, I 
exercise 
regularly 
and 

practice a 
lot! 


Disgusting! 

How can you 
throw yourself 
at a woman like 
that?! 


... luscious,soft 
body... hiya, baby! 
Slobber! 


No starch! 


You’re just a 
swine and a 
pig, Mr. Hart 
Junior III! I’m 
leaving 


Yeah, I’m 
liberated! I 
don’t have to 
take this 
either! 


Ooof! But 
do you gotta 
wear high 
heels?! 


just let me 
drool on you a 
little longer, 
Dododee! 


Don’t tell me 

Of course 

you’re 

not—it’s time for 

deserting me 

my coffee 

too, Fruitty! 

--I-r , 

break! 



































We’re laughing 
'cause when I 
left, I took the 
key to the 
executive 
washroom 
with mel 


That’s not punishment enough for him! 
Why, I’d like to... 


Haha! Hey—we could 
lose our jobs for running 
out like that! What are 
we laughing about?! 


heel 

Chuckle! 


don’t shoot mel 


What’ll you do if I don’t? 


Yeah! I’m sick of always havinc 
because of him! I thin 


pantyhose 


I promise I won’t make you sew my socks anymore! 


Please, Mrs. Dont—I 
couldn’t have dinner 
with you alone!! 


Howya doin’ honey! 
How’d ya like ta come up 
ta my place for dinner? 


Frankly, I think you two are being kind 
of subtle for my tastes .... 


Actually, I wasn’t Inviting you for dinner—I 
meant you’re going to be dinner! 


‘ 4 

Wrong 


answer, 

dummy! 



Wm 
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Here’s your coffee! 


Hmmmm— kinky, but 
it can be arranged! 


Anything 

...?!? 


Ugh! I’d rather 
kiss a goat! 




Of course they 
will, silly ... 
they’ll wonder 
about the 
improvement 
in his 

personality! 


Oh-oh ... I think I made a big boo-boo— 
rat poison Instead of sugar in his coffee. 
Hmmm— I wonder If this means I’ve blown 
my severance pay.. ■ ? 


Maybe we 
could bring 
him back to 
the office! 
Think anyone 
will notice? 


I’ve 
killed 
the boss! 
Wh at are 
we going 
to* do? 


Whoops! 


Gulp! That’s six 
reasons... all I asked 
for was one! Heh heh! 


How about this 
here 

six-shooter? 


I know you tried 


Boy, are you bimbos in for it now —I know you tried 
to murder me and now I’m gonna turn you over to the 
cops! So there! 


Oh, please, Mr. Hart 
Junior III... don’t dc 


Dododee. 






















Gee, we’ve certainly made some 
changes here, Violent! What would 
you call this place now—a good 
working environment? A fun place 
to be? 


No... 

Nonpro¬ 

ductive 


Maybe you’re 
right, 

Fruitty—afterall, 
it’s not fair to 
the other 
dogs! 


I know we have to keep Mr. 
Hart tied up until we can find 
something to blackmail him 
with so he doesn’t turn us in, 
but is It right for us to treat 
him like a dog? 


Yikes! It’s the big boss hisself 
...Mr. Tindizzy! I can explain 
everything, sir, boss, massah, 
your excellency... 


What in 

thunderation is 
going on here, 


That’s 
okay—I’m 
just ticked 
off that I 
wasn’t 
invited! 


Ooooohh... you're 
in for it now! I’ve 
escaped your trap 
and now I’m gonna 
give you such a 
hit! 


But don’t you 
like what 
we’ve done 
with the 
office, sir? 


s folks who know how to have fun! You re all 
oted to social secretary for me! And you... 
-I think you’re just the man to head up our 
new branch office ... in El Salvador! 


...They did it all! 
Them—not me! I was 
in Switzerland! 

I’m innocent! 


So... you’re the ones 
responsible for this, 
huh? Well— 


The way you run things, the revolutionaries 
will want to quit within a week! 


ilWiB 
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i iipf (bill 

pT im K 

W:,:. m : 



















r 

CK8D GROSS ENCOUNTERS 
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A SECRET MEETING AT KGB*HEADQUARTERS,MOSCOW... 


COMRADES... ONE OF OUR TOP 
U.S. SPIES HAS STOLEN OUR 

SECRET FORMULA FOR / 
GENETIC MUTATION ' y 



*RUSSIAN SECRET INTELLIGENCE - 


/ Oy.'ANP I \ 
THOUGHT IT WAS 
MT MASTERPIECE/ 


HE TOLD ME HE NEEDED A 
NEW FACE FOR AN AMERI¬ 
CAN MISSION/ HON WAS I 
TO KNOW HE PLANNED TO 
DEFECT ? EH"? WHAT AMI 
A Minorcaoer ? 


HE ASHED FOR THE DULLEST 
MOST FORGETTABLE PACE 
I COULD COME UP W/TH/ ^ 


”even NON 7coughs he is 

UNDER SURVEILLANCE BY THREE 
OF OUR LOYAL AGENTS,-, COUGHS 
POSING AS AN AMERIHANSKY 

BUTCHER, BAKER AND CANDLE¬ 
STICK MAKER f 



r HIS WISH SHALL , 
iCOUGHF GO UNFULFILLED.' 


THEY THINK ^ 
THEY NAVE ^ 
ME! THE FOOLS !. 
I'LL LOSE THEM, * 
AND ESCAPE S 
WITH THE J 
FORMULA! K 


MEANWHILE , BLOCKS AWAY.., 


SOMETHING'S 
WRONG rf 
WITH THIS ^ 
IDE A! BOBBY. I 
STARTS THE » 
DOG-WALKING 
SERVICE, BUT { 
I WALK , J 
the dogs!> 



















LET US REPORT TO \ 
COMRADE GENERAL } 
THAT WE HAVE 
CAPTURED THE j 
v TRAITOR / / 


TAKE H/M 
TO SECRET 

. BASEJ 


THE TIME TO ACT HAS COME/ 
I WlLL"LOSE"MY FOLLOWERS 
WITH DAZZLING SPEED 
LIKE THE AMERICAN CUNT ' 
EASTWOOODSKY / > 































HE'LL crack/ 
increase 

VOLUME ON 
TELEVISION 
\ SET / A 


HE REFUSES TO DISCLOSE 
LOCATION OF STOLEN . 
W FORMULA / ^ 


^■ftOlNS 


wriiSR 

MAKTV»A^ ofVWAy 


F OR THE THIRD TIME, 
SHORT A/VIERIKANSKy 
T AAA ROT.-. 


KNOW WH AT ) 
ARE TALKING 
AQOUT,SOOO 


AAfO OUTS/DE, 


CHESTERf \ 

WHERE ARE \ 
THE DOGS ? 
HOW'RE WE \ 
GONNA MAKE-A 
A TRILLION yLh 
BUCKS WIT 
you LAZIN' 


I CANNOT RESIST 
OBSERVING SOME 
CONSTRUCTIVE 
TORTURE-lVS SO 

STIMULATING/ 


WHAT ARE YOU 
PRATTUNG 
ABOUT, SHORT 
AMEfilKANSKy? 


...AND OUTSIDE AGAIN.,, 


WHY ME ? 
WHy ME a 
WHY ME a 
WHy ME ? 
WHy ME ? 
WHY ME 2 


AND INSIDE... / HEY GUYS, I 
' REALLY DON'T 


















I'M AGENT SHAPIRO ... Cl A- 'BEEN 
STAKIN' PIS PLACE OUT FOR A LONG 

TIME ! F/NALLy GOT MYSELF A _, 

RUSS HIE/ 


r SHELL A 
PROMOTION 
HERE THE C.l-A 
IS NEVER 

_ wrong/ 


NOBODY GOES 


IT--IT MUST BE THE 
FORMULA... BUT I WOULP 

NEVER have suspected 
17 COULD MAKE ONE 
SO... SO UGLY / > 


WOW/ I DIDN'T KNOW 
YOU WHERE IN THERE/ 
LET'S GO HAVE PUN / v 


ROY/ TEEN HULK 
NAPPY to see you 

SILLY MEN TALK 
v FUNNY/ s 


NOWHERE TILL 1 
FIGURE THIS OUT/ 
I 8HTTER TAKE 
YOU ALL TO HEAD 
V QUARTERS! > 


WISH I 
COULP 
TAKE 
THE 
WHOLE 


BAKERY 

v IN. , 


HEY/HACK 

WERE NOT 

really 

RUSSIANS... 

WE'RE 

DOUBLE 
AGENTS/ J 


I’LL SOON TAKE 
CARE'A YOUSE / 
THEN MAYBE I 
CAN DO SOME¬ 
THING ABOUT 
THE BIG GREEN 
HALLUCINATION , 
FOLLOWIN' ME/ 1 


AND FINALLY 


KREMLIN 
IS NOT GOING 
TO BELIEVE 

THIS! 


CAUSE MAYBE y 
WE'LL GET A 
R€WARP 'MAYBE 
THEY'LL LET US 
KEEP THE 
. CUPCAKES!A 


WHY BOY 
STILL FOLLOW 
SILLV MEN? 


k 



f.fl 

/ 












* 
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THE TITILLATING FANTASY. 


How sensational! 


She's gonna take 
first place! She’s 
way out in front! 
No one else is even 

close! 


Those swimming 
lessons were worth 

every cent! 


OUYAA P* c COAAAMT^I 


I could do 
this with one 
hand behind me! 


Just listen 
to my bod’ 
slice ef¬ 
fortlessly 
through the 
water! 


Wutta 

cinch! 


Check out 
my super 

form! 


...ANDTHETIRESOME REALITY 



How embarrassing! 


Nonsense. I am 
the lifeguard, 
and I think she’s 
doing fine. 


Miss Baxter, don’t 
you think the life 
guard should do 
something? 


I’m paying for her 
to learn to do that? 


I'll teach 
that brat! 


Camp 


Pant! 

(Gurglef) 


Splash! 

Splutter! 


Writer & Artist: Mary Wilshire 
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Writer and Artist 
Michael Carlin 
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VJ/J There are hard times ahead, kids. Uncle Sam is no more Mr. Nice Guy. j 

KlTs The Eagle has been plucked. There's going to be a lot of belt tightening C' 

1/ • . 

/♦ I 



everywhere and we'll all just have to get used to... 


DOING 

WITHOUT 

WRITTEN AND ILLUSTRATED BY DICK CODOR 

































AT THE SUPERMARKET THINGS DON’T SEEM 
TO CHECK OUT ON THE SHOPPING LIST OF... 


AUNTY 


Writer: Susan Bissett 


Artist: Steve Smallwood 


Put me in the wagon! It’s my turn 
to ride! I wanna ride! I wannnaaaa! 


Aunty Nuke I wanna 
help shop! Can I Aunty 
Nuke? Can I huh? 


Shut those little beaks and stay close duckies, 
These chemically preserved foods will stop at 
nothing to make you buy them! 


Watch the wagon lovies, i’ll 
be back in a microsecond! 


BUY USURY US! WE RE 
GOVERNMENT INSPECTED! 


See how easy it is? I know how 
ta shop without any sissy list! 


I’ll show ya 
what ta buy. 
O.K. Uhhh I'll 
take you, you, 
and some of 
you guys. 


I dunno Elmo, Aunty’s 
not gonna like them... 


I’m gonna help 
Aunty Nuke shop! 


Awww you 
don't know cole 
slaw from a 
cold sore. 


|V^9» M 
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Listen up duckies, 
if you want to be 
around long 
enough to get 
mugged for 
ypur Social Se¬ 
curity checks 
you’d better stay 
clear of erytho- 
bates, cycla- 
mates, dehydra¬ 
ted suiter diox¬ 
ide doused 
foods! 


You two are more active than 
Uranium-235 in nuclear fission! 


But I'm not the liar, it’s 
rotten Elmo! 


Nuuoo lovies, no artifical 
flavors and colors or fancy- 
schmansy gimmicks for us! 


OOooohh! Look at 
all the pretty 
colored packages! 


Hey gimme the coupons 


AUNTY NUKES 
KITCHEN TIPS ; 


NUTRITIOUS 


WILL NOT ONLY FILL 1 
LiTtLE Ty/VWIES/ 
Bur SEAL LITTLE 
MOUTHS Fflft HOURS? 




( y 

Gee whiz, Aunty j 

Nuke... What’re L 
you building? » 

f A time machine to 

transport our molecular 
structures back to when 
s foods were pure! 

r S-inr-.:-— : ill. 1 ! 
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THE BIG LEAGUE FANTASY... 



And here goes 
another of Lefty’s 
patented sizzlers 
right down the 
middle! 


You're the 
greatest! 


Do it, baby, 
you’re one pitch 
away from a 
perfect game! 


Will you 
take a 

hundred thou 
to endorse 
our shave 
cream? 


...ANDTHE SMALLTIME REALITY 



And here goes 
another newspaper 
straight to 
the roof! 


Will you take 
ten dollars 
to change your 
delivery route? 


You're the 
worst! 


Do it to them, 
kid, but remember 
you're one house 
away from me! 


Writer and Artist: Gary Hallgren 
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RAZY Looks At A C 


Writer: Paul Kupperberg 


This your first con¬ 
struction job, Wilson? 


I joined a bridge club 
the other day— I jump 
off one next week! 


Gee— it sure looks like 
that guy doesn’t know 
what he’s doing, huh? 


Darn flashlight 
won’t work!!! 


I know. That’s what worries 
me— he’s the electrician! 


...er, well... what 
I’m trying to say is, 
er, well... Wilson, 
you’re, ummm... 


...I’m fired, right?! 
Humph! Well, I don't 
need a ton of bricks 
to fall on my head! 


Ugh! Whew— this 
sure is hard work! 


Not if you know what 
you're doing, Mac! 


Really? Hmmm— that would 
explain why we couldn't 
stop the toilets from 
leaking all the time... 


You morons!! 

You’ve been fol¬ 
lowing the blue¬ 
prints upside down! 














Yawn! What 
a dull job! 


Maybe it'd be more exciting 
if you tried moving, Cosgrove! 


Ohh—you wanted rivets! I thought 
you were doing your frog impersonations 


Man, if I didn’t need 
this job so bad, I'd 
tell the foreman what 
I really think of him! 


Man... ain’t 

she a picture? 


Oh, I think he al¬ 
ready knows, Ralph! 


Whew! I've 
never seen 
such an ugly 
building! 


Yeah— this place is so 
bad that the elephants turned 
it down when they were 
looking for a place to die! 


Hey, honey— how about 
coming up to my place? 


Sorry, but I don’t 

climb trees! 


Charlie? He said he was 
going to take the elevator 
down to the first floor. 


Elevator? We haven’t 
installed it yet! 






























JUST WHEN YOU THOUGHT THINGS CO VLPN'T GET WORSE! THEY'RE SACK 


BV STEPHEN MELLOR 


COME AND 
GET IT!!/ 


HI GANG! BRISBAINE HERE* 


ME AND THE BOYS ARE ALL 
WASHED UP FOR PINNER A ND 
ANOTHER "SICKY SYMPHONY" * "" 

. TWFVW/lMWMIfVll 

W SCIENCE TELLS US THAT YLV-S 
EARTHWORMS ARE A MAJOR T> 

SOURCE OF PROTEIN SO YOU MIGHT \ V, 
AS WELL EAT A FEW OF THEM 1 V 

BEFORE THEY MAKE A MEAL OF X-S 

YOU! SO SLAP ON YOUR LOBSTER BIBS, 
FOLLOW THE DIRECTIONS BELOW ANP GET 
J*rJ f OR AN 6PTIKINET1C FEAST FOR 
THE EYES COS WE'RE THE KINETIC KIPS/ 


LAY MAGAZINE SIDEWAYS 
A NP FLIP PREVIOUS PAGE "A' 
UP AND DOWN REPEATEDLY 
OVER PAGE *'B." 


/ 
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“Mommy, Mommy! I 
don’t wanna go to 
Europe!” 

“Shut up and keep 
swimming!” 




HEY GANG , HOW OFTEN HAVE VOU HAP 
T'LISTEN TO BAD JOKES LIKE THAT 1 
I MEAN , EVERY JERK ON TH' BLOCK 
WANTS TO BE A COMEDIAN, AND - WORST 
OF ALL — REALLY THINKS HE'S FUNNY/ 


.■■■ANP SEND IT TOTH'ADDRESS BELOW . 
( A STAMP WOULD HELP, PEA -BAA IN ) . 
OUR EDITORS WILL PICK A WINNER 
WHO'LL GET A FREE ONE-YEAR 
SUBSCRIPTION TO CRAZY* 


Ilf! 

$ 5 £ V > 


WELL,HERE'S YER CHANCE TO 
DO SOMETHING ABOUT IT ' FIRST 
YA TAKE A POSTCARD C YA 
KNEW THEBE HAD TO BE A 
REASON FOR. TH/S PICTURE), 
AH' PUT YER NAME /ADDRESS, 
AGE (IF YOU'RE NOT SHY 
ANP TH' FUNNIEST "MOMMY 
MOMMY! " JOKE YA CAN 
s. THINK UP. . , 




ENTRIES SELECTED AS RUNNER-UPS 
WILL RUN TH' RISK OF GETTING AN 
INFAMOUS MARVEL NO -PRIZE, AND 
HAVING THEIR SO-SO HOO-HA'S 
PRINTED WHERE: ALL CAN SEE! 













T SHUTUP > 

r ANP KEEP 
PANCING.THE 
FATE OF THE ENTIRE 
GALAXY PEPENPS ON 
OUR ABILITY TO 

L PO THE a 

HUSTLE' ^ 


warning: 

THIS SCENE HAS 
ABSOLUTELY 
NOTHING TO DO 
WITH OUR STORY/ 


SCRIPT BY MARC BILGREY (WITH APOLOGIES TO STAN LEE) • ART BY STEVE DITKO 
LETTERING BY JOE ALBELO • TONES BY BETH FIRMIN 












■T£LL STARTED WHEN X DECIDED TO 
TAKE A VACATION WITH MV TUESDAY 
EVENING BOWLING CLUB. 


' 5 * 


f LOOK/ 
THERE'S 
THE HOTE 
. MANAGE# 






I I 


I 




/WORST' 
CASE OF 
ACNE 
I'VE EVER 
V SEEN. > 




mi 


■ « » 






IV 1 *'* 


W 


I *• « » m . 


HE'S UGLY 
BUT HE DOES 
A GREAT 
IMPRESSION 
OF SHIRLEy 
. TEMPLE. . 


|EdL4 


_ wx*^z. * 
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PAVS OF HIKING,collect¬ 
ing ROCKS AND LISTENING TO RECORD- 
INGSOF THE MATING CALL OF SEA 
GULLS WE ALL BEGAN TO GET A LITTLE 
RESTLESS. 


THERE'S 
NOTHING 
TO DO/ 


ALL YOU DO IS 
COMPLAIN. YOU 
GIVE ME A 
. HEADACHE. 




m 






YOU GIVE ME 
A MIGRAINE 


n; 

3f 


r ' 

'Z, i 


I - ; -*■ 











I VOTE ^ 
FOR 

ATLANTIC 
CITY. ^ 


i say we 

GO TO 
MARS. y 


GIVE ME A 
BREAK FELLAS 
WHY DON'T WE 
CALL ROOM 
SERVICE AND , 


ORDER PINNER 


HE OUGHT TO BE 
SHOT. THERE'S 
NOTHING TO DO 
BUT WATCH 

those eozos 

STANP AROUND 


It'S ROOM 
SERVICE. 
ONLY AN HOUR 


r YOU AND 
YOUR DUMB 
IDEAS. . 


r pON'T BLAME ME, 

my travel agent 
recommended 2 

^ THIS SPOT, ^ 


'oh no, I CAN'T EAT 
ANOTHER TUNA 
SALAD ON A BAGEL 
I THINK WE should 
v GO HOME- . 


r you GUYS 
' DON'T LIKE 

1 anything 








OKAY, SO MAYBE 
YOU GUYS ARE 
RIGHT. 


I SHOULD NEVER HAVE 
TRUSTED A TRAVEL 
AGENT WHO ADVER¬ 
TISES ON THE 
BACK OF MATCH 

Bursts- 


i 
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THIS ISN'T 
WHAT WE 
ORPEREP, 
V IT'S ... . 


WHAT 

NOW? 


HEY/ GETA LOAP 
OF THIS/ 




SO THAT WAS OUR VACATION.THOSE &^ys NEVER FORGAVE ME. ONE 
TRipn T n kill ME/ ONE BEAT ME UP ANP ONE PERMANENTLY 
DROPPED MY NAME FROM HIS CHRISTMAS CARP MAILING LIST. 


HOW ABOUT 
SOME 

ANCHOVIES? 


WE'RE 

ALL 

OUT. 


i> 


HOW ABOUT 
SOME HOT 
PEPPERS? 


ALL WE GOT IS 
YOGURT ANP ROCKS. 


FORGET 
I ASKEP. 


FOR THIS 
X LEFT „ 
BROOKLYN? 


ENDI 






Now some people want to make it a 
crime to smoke in public. Before you 
know it, other personal bad habits may 
be outlawed, since Americans believe 
the punishment should fit the offense, 
in the future we could have... 


PUNIS 


be against the law to go out without using a deodorant. 


People who break the law will be sentenced to serve 60 days 
at the county work farm chained to a skunk. 



Offenders will be taken to a police dentist and 
have every tooth in their mouth extracted 
without the benefit of a pain killer. 


Picking your teeth in public 
will be a crime. 



The next time they have to pick their 
teeth, they can take them out to do it, 
because their teeth will be false! 


Chewing with your mouth open in public will be against the 

law. People who do will have their lips sewn together and will People who break the law by falling asleep in a public place 
be fed intravenously for six months. will be declared legally dead and buried on the spot. 





















Writer: 

Michael 

Pellowski 


Artist: 
Vic Martin 


Please! Somebody., 
anybody... scratch 
my back!!! 


Scratching in a public place will be outlawed. Offenders will Lawbreakers who crack gum in public will be hung by the 
be made to wear a hair shirt for 30 days with their hands tied neck with bubble gum. 


behind their backs. 



That'll 

teachyou! 


Stop in the name of the law! 


People who break the law will have their nostrils sealed 
with crazy glue for 90 days. 


It will be against the law to pick your nose in public, 


ii 


) 



It will be illegal to remove your shoes in pub- People who belch in public will pay 
lie.Violators will be put in cement galoshes by writing "Please excuse me” on 
and given a diving lesson in the Hudson- the Great Wall Of China end to end. 


Vomiting in public will be a crime 
punishable by having a barf bag 
transplanted on your face. 


Phew! Talk 
about 

writer’s cramp! 


But I wanted 
loafers! 




me 









ocsr&er into 
“ " RXRWAy. A WINCDVV,,/ 

'64sr.-A HOLE/ 
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r 3/7U&7AKIN& 
OFCNE OF \XS' 
OWN, rue NISMT 
EXPLORES IN 
A FOR/ CP 
ELECTRICAL 
VIOLENCE/ 




/JlA.RMEP &y EUE EHUNPERING 9LACK SRIB$ AWXHE 
LIGHTNING'S &LAZBP eoES, ANOTHER WRETCHED 
PBNiZBN OF THE NIGHT‘SCURRIES FORTH SEEKING 
SAFER REFUGE WHEN 
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YA SMCOUD'Vg SS£=N 
UX>K ON TM£ 
Ufft£ RAT'S FAC0 
wwsn ws sucNep i 
rMAT TRUCK POWNi 
MIS plRfy TMRDA77 

frrnr** 


TWSONS RTT 

ymat wmrae 

RATT/N'Ott 
Auyecpy evzf? 
\ AGAIN/ 


r ycdRi 
SUMPT 

































































































































































THIS CRAZY/ 
IT LOOKS' LIKE 
SCWIEBOUY 

tua/nelep 

in were/ 





S 

s 


AHP THAT SAME 
SOMEBODY TORE 
OPEN TH^e 
pgrPDSlT K3X5S 
W/TH CAAWS/ 



I 





X KNOW IT'S J 

twenty six C 

srf?4jswr^ 

0 OT I TEILYCO 
HECAMElN ^ 
TUfiW&A THE J 
W/MPOW/Jk 


LOOK/THERE APB 
SCRATCHES EPTHE A 
't)UTsipeopthe € 
RJILPINQ,..UK£ p 

/claw MARKS' 





A/OW VO YCO 
BELIEVE ME? 

X TELLYCOl 
WAS POB&EP W 

A 6/AA/TPAT/ 


’■ fj&m 


TRUNKS/ SUCKERS/ 

OL RATZO’S PAYIN' . 
xx) All e>Ack/ 


vm 


FUNNY,,, THIS STUFF 
SEEMS TO HAVE 
GOTTEN HEAVIER,,, 

B/GGER/ 


ONE HOUR LATER., 





C 



W'" 




v,-! 


LATER still , 



mi X : 








Hr t ttf 


r im WON'T GET 
THIS RAT THAT 
EASY/ 













































































Behind these doors stand the most gruesome characters /n the worio/ 
you TOO CAN BE SCARED TO A FARE - THEE-WELL, /F YOU DARE TO CROSS 

THE THRESHOLD OF THE L/'L OLD... 




HOW WOULD TOU 
GET MARRIED IF YOU 
WERE ME. CLEO? 




f, ■ 

it 


mm 


WELL- 11-30, RIGHT ON THE 
NOSE! JACK WHACK 
TOLD ME TO MEET HIM HERE 

IN HIS WAX MUSEUM 

WONDER WHAT'S 
HOLOING HIM UP 







£ 





I-I DON'T FEEL 
SO GOOD, 
ANGELlQUE- 


,ri 










PRINCE M-BERT 


Mi 


THE FRONT DOOR WAS UNLOCKED, BUT THE MUSEUM'S ALL 

DARN I DON’T UNDERSTAND IT-- ^ 

EVERYTHING'S SO CREEPY SO 


EER/E/ 




ME, I WOIK 
FOR THE 

B andO; 






HA! YOU SAD IT/ 

EFEN YOUR BAST 
FRAN' WUN'T 
TAL YOU/ 


15 


•v. 


i 


THIS PLACE IS LIKE A MORGUE-LIKE A THEATRICAL 
GRAVEYARD/ WAY CORPSES-LIFELESS , 

STATUES--NOTHING BUT A L- w 

BUNCH OF DUMMIES/ 


DUMMIES , HE SAYS / 

NO WONDER 

the BUSSES 
AIN’T RUNNIN 
NO MORE 



































































IT'S NOT THAT I'M SCALED ■ ■ • IT'S JUST 
THAT I DONT BELIEVE IN ASSOCIATING 
WITH THINGS I DON'T 

aecteue in 


fa* 

P V ft 




• AND I BELIEVE A MAN 
SHOULDN'T BELIEVE IN 
THINGS HE DOESN'T 
>, BELIEVE IN, 

\ BELIEVE AOS/ 


m 


JA 


L#- 


"i'__ 

_ 'rji 


■wi 


I CAN'T STAND IT, 

I TELL YOU POUND 
VOX POUND, I CANT 
STAND IT/ BUT I 
WAX MELODRAMATIC 
DON'T I ? 


SOUaMJr ALL RIGHT, 
COMRADE/ EVEN THE 
WACS NEVER 
HAD IT SO 


HEY, DOC/ 


WELCOME 


TO THE CLUB 


I'M STILL IGNORING 
'EM/ THEY WON'T 
SCARE ME ...THEY 
CANT SCARE ME-I'M 
. TOO F 0 /GHTENEO 

mhr2&>rf 








JiL 

%M\ 


M 


I'M STILL IGNORING 'EM / l'LL ACT 
REAL CASUAL... I'LL MARE BELIEVE 
THIS ROPE I'M HANGING BY 
. AIN'T BREAKING MY 
.... __. NECK/ . 




M 


IT AIN'T EAS y TO IGNORE THEM WHEN YOU'RE 
HANGING BY A ROPE AND YOUR WAX IS 
MELTING/ AT LEAST X HOPE IT'S THE WAX 
THAT'S MELTING/ IT FEELS LIKE MY SKIN/ 
BUT I'LL SHOW 'EM.,, I'UL IGNORE THE 
• WHOLE THING/ 


•3c . 


DON'T CALL ME JOE, JO E' 
I T'lNK I'M GONNA BE 























HE'S COMING / HE'S 
COMING/ JACK WHACK/ 
THE DIABOLICAL GENIUS 
WHO MADE WAV DUMMIES 
OF ALL YOI WAX DUMMIES/ 


DON'T BE A 
GROAN, STONE/ 
THERE AIN'T 
\NO JACK 
I WHACK/ 
NOBODY 
* MADE 
DUMMIES 
OUTTA US / 
WE WUZ 
BORN / 
THIS WAY/ 


OH YEAH" IF THERE AIN'T NO JACK 

WHACK, THEN WHO AM Z, HUH ? DO I LOOK LIKE 
NOTHIN’ ? DO I LOOK LIKE I AIN'T ? JACK 

WHACK IS BACK M. -.-j 







OH, IT/S DOCTOR LIVIN 
STONE / WHAT ARE 'YOU 
DOIN' HERE ? 



WHAT DID I SEND ? 




WHICH ONE ?"B" IS 
NICE.,, BUT I’VE 
ALWAYS LIKED "R"... 
ALTHOUGH “J" IS 
VERY APPEALING/ 


EVERYBODY HERE IS CRAZY/ 
COME ON, LEMME DOWN,..I’M 
GETTING TIRED OF HANGING 
AROUND/ 


NOISY LITTLE 
RASCAL, 
ISN'T HE ? ) 



I THOUGHT YOU NEEDED 

OH...THAT'S 

A DOCTOR HERE...THAT'S 

RIGHT/ r 

WHY I CAME / NOW 

REMEMBER 

LEMME GO.., I GOT AN 

NOW/ WE DO 

APPOINTMENT TO TEST 

NEED A 

CIGARETTES/ ^ 

DOCTOR/^ 



REMARKABLE 
RESEMBLANCE TO 
DOCTOR LIVIN J 


YES, BUT THAT OHt 
LOOKS INTELLIGENT/ 






































ANY GREAT AUTHOR, WHEW GIVEN AN ASSIGNMENT) IS USUALLY TOLD TO DOA BANG-UP JOB/ IN THE 
TRUE LITER ART TRADITION, NOT ONLY WILL TOUR WRITER DOA BANG-UP JOB ON THIS SHOCKING 
TALE OP AWSTERY AND INTRIGUE, BUT I WILL EVEN START IF OFF WITH A BAN&f 



WELL, WE SINCERELY HOPE VOU ENJOYED THAT, 
BUT OF COURSE IT HAD NOTHING TO DO WITH 
OUR STORY, THIS STORY IS ABOUT... 


AND HAS 
WIFB, 
ZELQV 


*•> mV 

/,S!SS4 ' v- 


ONE CAY NOT LONG AGO MARVIN AND 
7ELCA WERE OUT WNDOWSHOPPfN6* 
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NOW WE MUST Buy A HOUSE,ZELCA, MY 
LOVE, FOR AS YOU KNOW A WINDOW 
WITHOUT A HOUSE IS, ETC, ETC!^^^ 


MX/AIN'T GOOD 
LOOKIN' BUT YOU 
SURE GOT A HEAD ON 
MXIR SHOULDERS, 
MARVIN/ 





6 O' 

'© 4 
” f r. p 







NEVER! DO MX/ HEAR ? VOU'VB JAWRIGHT AWREADY/ 
NEVER SEEN ME BEFORE, _/SO X NEVER SEEN 
UNDERSTAND? NEVER/ YA BEFORE/ DONT ) 

NEVER/ NEVER/ V / LOOK AT ME THAT 7 


£ 




IW SORRY/r LOST MY 
HEAD/ BUT I'M VERY 
QUICK-TEMPERED, £ 
KNOW/ANYWAY, WHAT 
CAN £ DO DO FOR YOU, 
HMMM ? 


WE CAME TO BUYA HOUSE/ YOU 
SEEM TO HAVE AN HONEST FACE. 
CAN YOU HELP US? -- 









ss 
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AFTER A LONG AND TEDIOUS SEARCH, 
MARVIN AND ZELCA FINALLY DECIDED ON 
A PL ACC NEAR THE OUTSKIRTS OF TOWN... 

WILL, THIS IS IT/ BUT I'D BETTER 
WARN YOU... THERE IS A STRANGE 
CURSE ON THIS HOUSE.' --%« 


BUT MARVIN LAUGHED 
TOO SOON/ THAT NIGHT 
SOMETHING SHOCKING 
HAPPENED-. AN 
ELECTRICAL STORM.' 


AS MARVIN AND ZELCA RESTED COZILY BY 
THE FIREPLACE, A STRANGE THING BEGAN 
TO OCCUR.., 












































Comic strips are a way of life in America. But are they 
a reflection of roal life? Like for example, have you 
ever met a doctor like Rex Morgan, M.D.? Or a kid like 
Charlie Brown? Or an old meddler like Mary Worth? 
Well... her, maybe. But the others are just too far out 
of what's really happening today. What we'd like to 
see is how it would be... 

If 

Comic Strip 

CHARACTERS 

Behoved 

Like 

Rea! People 


IF DICK TRACY WAS A REAL DETECTIVE 


Writer: J. Marc DeMatteis Artist: Tony Tallarico 


IF BEETLE BAILEY WAS A REAL G.l 




















ONLV TRVING 
TO PAV MV 
. TUITION ! > 
















Oh no!!! Th' volcano is eruptin’ and th' hot lava is headin' towards th’ 7 members of th Smith 
family. But you can save most of th' Smiths if ya’ lead ’em through th' maze to th' 3 seater heli¬ 
copter which is waitin’ to fly 'em away t’ safety. 





m »< 

If 4? 

Fer makin’ a cit¬ 
izen’s arrest, 
you'll need a 
sturdy pair of... 


COATHANCER 

HANDCUFFS' 


Give a coat 
hanger... 


... a few 
twists... 


...then escort th’ lawbreak¬ 
er to th’ proper authorities. 























Remove one letter from. 


...t’ spell a word which tells ya’ 
what most kids would like to do 
to their report cards. 

Write 

Th Word ■ 

Here 4 " • • • 


du :j3msuv 


Here’s some more punchlines: 

“He made himself an of¬ 
fer he couldn’t refuse.” 

“You can’t eat a bowling 
ball.” 

“Hey lady, your sign fell 
down!” 

“One’s a bar room and 
the other’s a BAR¬ 
ROOM!!!!” 

“Not Minnesota, Wis¬ 
consin!” 


Recipe: 

Add one heapin'ta¬ 
blespoon o’ mus¬ 
tard to a dish of yer 
favorite ice cream, 
then stir ’til mustard 
swirls begin t’ form. 
Fer variety, throw 
in bits o’ hot dogs! 


If yer caught stealin’ in Saudi Arabia, they’ll cut off yer hand. If yer caught swipin’ stuff in Russia, they’ll lock ya' 
up forever in a “Work Camp.” An’ if ya’ connect th’ dots below, you’ll find out... 


This Is ITly Favorite Picture OF The ITlonth! 

--OBNOX10 THE CLOWN. L ; 

It was sent to me by Jeff -o c. 

Reardon of Amples, Flori- ^ ) 

da. Ain’t it a sizzler? Zrir \ 




M 

Btf 
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Baseball now has a designated hitter rule. It allows a player 
to step in for another for spot duty. Suppose the designated 



FOR ORDIN./ 


Writer: Michael Pellowski 



Kids who are bad could have 
designated spankers. 


Crooks could have designated 
prison term servers. 


Fat people could have designated 
dieters. 


You re going crazy 
in here! 


Remember! You’re watching 
my weight! 


Will you ever 
do that again? 




Motorists who get into a lot of 
accidents could have a designated 
punchee. 


Yeah, it was my fault! If you plan 
to do anything about it, hit him! 



Kids who hate vegetables could 
have people like a designated 
spinach eater. 


See, now you don't have to 
send my broccoli to some 
nerd in Asia. 


Chomp- 

chomp 


v 

i 


58 










Lastly, people who want to drop out 
of sight forever could have 
designated corpses. 


And people who hate to be ill could 
have designated sickies. 


He's having the 
chicken pox 

for me! 


hitter rule spread from the American League to all walks of 
life? What we d probably end up with is... 

CTnnC INS 

tRY PEOPLE 


Artist: Vic Martin 


People afraid of medical operations 
could hire designated patients. 


People who aren’t photogenic 
could have designated 
picture-takers. 


Gee, the scar 
doesn t even 


Politicians on the campaign trail 
could hire designated handshakers 
and baby kissers. 
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Question: What do Mike Hammer, Sam Spade, Philip 
Marlowe and Mike Shayne have in common? 
Answer: They were all tough, gritty, unerring and 
made the mold that all true private eyes come from. 
Another question: What do the above not have in 
common? Answer... 

makenumb, p.u. 

Writer: Murad Gumen Artist: Kent Gamble 




Makenumb! 

Be on your 
toes or some¬ 
thin’! We 
can't afford to 
lose this 
game! 


HEY! HOW 
MANY TIMES 
I GOTTA 
TELLYA... 
NO SPIKING! 
NO SPIKING! 


Mr. Makenumb...thank goodness I've 
found you! Yes, after much relentless 
legwork, I’ve found you! After count¬ 
less inquiries, I’ve found you! Mainly, 
after looking your name up in the 
phone book, I've found you! 


Relax, T.B....It's in the bag! 

Remember, I even 
predicted the score before 
the game started! 
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Mommy 

...I’m 

walk¬ 

ing! 


Now 
sit up 
straight, 
dear! 


Yes, I make an 
excellent body¬ 
guard... unless 
it's my body! 


Makenumb, 
we LOST, 
you 

%$#(£&! .. 


Why...it’s 
Cover Girl’ 

Cheryl 

Tease! 

What 

brings you 
to Hawaii? 


Hey, I kind of like the 
analytic voice-over. 
Makes you sound like 
a character from a 
Norman Mailer novel 
And, y’know, you look 
very familiar... 


HEY-YOURS!! 




Now say 
hello. Smile. 
Not too much 
l...er, you 
don’t want 
wrinkles. 


HI, Mrs. Shrieks 
...I’ll be protecting 
your daughter from 
now on. 


I’m on a modeling assignment with 
Brook Shrieks. She’s been receiv¬ 
ing death threats against her life, 
and I’d like to hire you as a body¬ 
guard, for sure! You were highly rec¬ 
ommended by an anonymous tip. 


“An anonymous tip"? Something sounded fishy about 
that...like going on a hunting trip with a rifle. 


Yeah, I was on a cigarette bill¬ 
board for a few years. By the 
way, would you know of any mod¬ 
eling jobs for me? I make a 
great model. Not that I don’t make 
an excellent bodyguard... 


OVER 

MY 

DEAD 

BODY, 

BUSTER! 


Don’t be ridiculous, Mrs. 
Shrieks...I’m a professional! 
We’ll pass the time by doing inno¬ 
cent things, like going to the 
mnuioel There's a nreat Roman 


I've brought her up, I’ve managed her! 
She’s my bread and butt... uh, she’s my 
pretty baby! She needs me, and I’ll 
never leave her! Never, never, never, 
never... AGH! 

























I figured the safest placr for Brook would be 
the estate. I don’t know why I figured that. I 
just did. I’ve never been asked (o “Pretty 
Baby-sit” before. 


Don’t worry, don’t worry 
...just stay in front! 


The keys, the keys... so I can’t find the 
keys! These things happen! Heh... these 
litle touches make me the flawed, fatalistic 
hero that I am. THAT’S IT BROOK! 
KEEP PRETENDING YOU’RE A BONE! 
DOGS LOVE BONES! Now lessee, the 
keys... 


Shouldn’t 
that be in 

back? OWW! 


Y’know, that kinda 
makes you sound 
like a Norman 
Mailer hero! 


Oh, no! 
Here come 
those 

dobermans! 


Really, Makenumb...l can 
quite easily bring myself 
to detest your boorish 
attributes! Now—lemme 
just hold her for a while, 
huh, whadaya say— 
pleeeze?? 


You very well know it’s a 
jet-set, best-selling 
author... but as for who he 
is or what he looks like, I 
haven’t the slightest. Now 
who is this interesting crea¬ 
ture you have with you, 
hmmm? 


Whew! Luckily, I can quickly 
come up with ways to get out of 
crisis situations... like ringing 
the bell, for instance! HeGains, 
I've always wondered... you and I 
both work on this estate, but who 
owns the place? 


Hands off, 
HeGains! This 
young lady 
is not for you! 


After I tucked Brook in, I came downstairs with my ingrown 
toenail acting up and a gnawing feeling that something was 
about to happen. I was right. There was a knock on the door. 
Don’t ask me how I know these things. I just do. 


Of course not, Brook. Now 
just make yourself comfort¬ 
able in your crib. If you get 
bored, you can play with 
your widdle dolly, or read 
this copy of “Lolita” 
HeGains asked me to give 
you... 


I’m tired of this 
"Pretty Baby” 
image, Mr. Make- 
numb! You... you 
won’t treat me like 
a kid, will ya? 


Glad to see...HEY! Some¬ 
thing just occurred to me! 


Hi, I’m hereto check 
up on Brook. 














A man, huh? Well, you’re a man, aren’t 
you HeGains? All right, what did you do 
with her, HeGains? 


I say, why don’t you 
desist with your droll 
tomfoolery? Brook 
has been kidnapped, 
and I noticed it was a 
man! 


You were very clever, Cheryl. You 
hired me to take suspicion away, 
but who else would want to murder 
Brook—your main competitor in an 
industry where youth is stressed— 
except you, an aging model!?! 


/ wasn’t thinking straight. And for a private detec¬ 
tive, that’s not a good idea. In fact, that’s not a good 
idea for anyone. I know that. Don’t ask me how I 
know. I just do. 


Well, as usual, Makenumb won me over 


WHAT? Now look...just because 
we were in some war together 
don’t mean you can impose 
yourself like this all the time! 
You know what it takes to run 
these babies, how much gas 
goes for, huh? No way, Jack, 
uh-uh! 


Yes, but did you have to tie him to one 
of the helicopter blades? 


Hey, it’s only a two-man chopper! 
Besides, he said he needed to go on a 
spin! Heh-heh! 


How do I know? But we always stick in these 
helicopter shots in every episode, no matter 

what! HEY—GUNSHOTS! COVER, GIRL! 


Gee, 

T.B.... don’t 
you think 
you ought 
to take 

landing 

lessons? 


Where are 
we going 
anyway? 


No time for that—your man is 
getting away! He’s holed up 
here in the “ALOHA! PARA¬ 
DISE” resort, the only place 
where the “Love Boat” never 
sets foot—or hull! 


pYes? 

n 

No, no, not “cover, 
girl”!...Take cover, girl! 
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He's empty. Go 
get him, T.B.t 


Me? I don’t wanna have 
nothin’ to do with... 


I swear, 
you make 

Maxwell 
Smart seem 
like Albert 
Einstein! 


l...heh!... forgot my gun! 
You know what a lovable 
bumbler I can be! But I 
counted his shots... he 
has just one more bullet 
left! 


You know we’d do anything for each other! 
We went through hell together in the war, 
how could you forget? The Korean War, 
was it? The Yom Kippur War? The Iraqi- 
Iranian war... ? Say, just which war was that, 
the one we went through hell together? 


at him, 
fool? 


/ know what you're thinking. Could I be that sure in my bullet count 
to risk the life of my friend? You know I could be. Trouble Is, I may 
not have been right. And I wasn't. But I never was that good in 
arithmetic anyway. 


Yeah—it’s me, Jack Load! Once I killed Brook, 
and people found out you were on the case, you 
would have been driven out of the business! 
And that would've paved the way for Hawai¬ 
ian law & order to be represented by a macho 
man, in my tradition... not an awkward, 
flawed blunderbuss like you! 


Sure thing, T.B.! Now look, buddy. 
You’re cornered —don’t try any¬ 
thing, or I’ll send Cheryl here to 
knock your... YOU!! 


Uhh... Will you 
stop with the Nor 
man Mailer and 
get that sucker? 


HeGains! Why are you packing my bags? 


Phew! It’s a 
good thing I 
came just In 
time, Brook. 

Let’s go, 
dear... 


Oh, don’t 
worry... 

Cheryl and 
T.B. will 
take care 
of him! 


B-but 

what 

about.. 



But 

i 

Because, dear boy, he’s 

iMtx YlW? 4 

w-why? 

f 

none other than... 

<x' : j. 
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C’mon now, ‘fess up - face front, and come clean - you know as well as we do that it’s 
coming, don't you? The world situation, the political situatmn theeconomic situation, 
and the mere overabundance of situations - they all demand it. WORLD WAR THREE. 
The so-called end of the world! And, if you don’t mind our asking, justwhat will you -- 
ves YOU -- be doing while all this is coming down? Running? Hiding? Dying? Or some¬ 
thing silly like that. Or will you, perchance, have enough wits about you to know 

exactly... _ 

HOW TO PROFIT FROM 

THE COMIHG NUCLEAR 

HOLOCAUST 

Writer: Steve Skeates Artist: Paul Kirchner 
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Let's face it, folks -- there are, in this very country, thousands of people who even now are ALREADY making money off the up¬ 
coming holocaust. They call themselves survivalists, and what they sell are survival products -- survival food, temporary shelters, 
weapons, bullets, napalm, and various other essential products which may be scarce after the big one comes down. Quite possibly 
you ve seen the ads these people run, advertisements which, of late, have been cropping up in many of the most popular maga¬ 
zines of today. But, just in case you haven’t (seen them, that is), here, merely for educational purposes, are a few prime exam¬ 
ples... 


No matter who wins the upcoming war — the Russians, the 
Arabs, or us — you'll want to eat well, while those around you are 
starving to death and jealous as all get-out 

The best survival food is dried fruit! 



And we can sell you a three-month supply, a six-month supply, 
or a life-time supply (based upon the projected post-war life ex¬ 
pectancy of twelve months). And it tastes good too. 

Order now. Or send for our free full-color catalog, 
only $ 1.00. 


Only the strong shall survive. 

So buy a gun. Buy a knife. Buy a bazooka. Buy a tank. 
Or better yet rent a brain. Then you'll know enough not 
to buy a gun or a knife or a bazooka or a tank. At least not 
from us. 

We re KILL-KRAZED WEAPONS, INC., 4538 Snub- 
nose Park, New Hyde Wallet, Kentucky. Send for our 
catalog. 



Powdered milk, dried fruit, instant coffee, wea¬ 
pons, bullets, freeze-dried cigarettes and countless 
other indispensable items for the complete survi¬ 
vor who wants to lead the good life. Become com¬ 
pletely self-sufficient. Raise vegetables in your 
armpits. Rush 3.95 for our catalog to INDISPEN¬ 
SABLE PRODUCTS, Department 37, Los An¬ 
geles, Colorado. 



Worried about food shortages? Plan for the fu¬ 
ture now by reading all the detailed directions 
and informative instructions found within the la¬ 
test and greatest book by Colonel "Killer" 
Strangeperson of the Lost Patrol, retired. 



Simply send 9.95 to DESPERA¬ 
TION BOOKS, Box 995, Pine 
Forest, Florida. Order now and 
we will also send you, absolute¬ 
ly free, a lead-lined recipe file. 
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However, it is after the dreaded mega-boomers have rained down on everyone’s head that the real big money will be 
made. And. if you don't believe us, just listen to this unsolicited testimonial (which we made up as we went along)... 



Yes, I know what you’re 
thinking. If I have three legs, 
then how many of something 
else do I have? 


As you can see, I’m bald! All 
my hair fell out, thanks to all 
the radiation around this place! 


And I've also mutated to the 
point where I have three legs, 
which makes it rather hard to 
get around - I'm always get¬ 
ting off on the wrong foot! 


Well, I can’t answer that! I 
mean, I could but I mustn’t! 
After all, this is a family- 
oriented magazine you’re 
reading here! 


All in all, then, as you've undoubtedly 
noticed, I’m rather ugly! Downright 
ugly, as a matter of fact! 


And then plan ahead! 


But then, so is everyone 
else who's still alive! 


because once the holocaust 
Dmes, yours might get blown 
off, and it’d be good to have 
some plans around so’s you 
an build yourself a new one! 


...all thanks to the fact that be¬ 
fore the bombs fell I read a cer¬ 
tain article in CRAZY maga¬ 
zine, and did everything they 
told me to do! 


These blotches all over my 
body are radiation burns, 
but I call them ugly! 


...richer than I ever 
thought I would be... 


Hi. I'm the Man 
of The Future! 


Read this article! 


68 



















































HOARD 


, u 0 U j C . an s * art y c [^ r hoarding now, right this very minute. After all, there are numerous items which are quite plentiful now 

that ll be hard to get a hold of once civilization as we know it has come to a screeching halt. And, if you’re smart enouqh to collect 
these items^sock them away and save them for a radiating day - brother, you’ll have it made. 

Why, there are even items that are perfectly worthless today that'll be worth quite a bit after the 
holocaust. Take, for example, your typical clothing factory mistake, such as a shirt that is accidental¬ 
ly made with one sleeve twice as long as the other. Such factory rejects are usually chucked into the 
trash. And why not? They ain’t worth nothing now. However, after the holocaust, such shirts can be 
easily sold to radiation-spawned mutants who have one arm twice as long as the other. 


The same holds true for 
sweaters knitted by senile maiden 
aunts, sweaters which have three 
arms and no neck-opening; mu- 
ties with three arms and no head 
will quickly grab these up. As you 
can see, the possibilities along 
these lines are nearly limitless. 




But, before you start rummaging through the trash bins at your local shirt factory, consider, for a moment, all the other spiffy 
stuff you can now buy up and save for the future. For instance, falling bombs tend to create injuries, so medical products will be in 
great demand once the worst has come to pass. So, it might be a good idea to get your hands on such things as artificial limbs 
hooks, crutches, canes, dark glasses, tin cans with pencils in them, etc. And, here are a few other items it might be worthwhile to 
hoard... 


JUMP SUITS — which people of the 
future will want to wear because they’ll 
nicely cover up most radiation bums. 




WIGS - for 
when everyone's 
hair falls out (you 
may refer back to 
the previous page 
if you wish). 


THIS VERY MAGAZINE - after all, peo¬ 
ple of the future will probably be quite 
curious over what we said about them 
back here in the present. So, right now, 
go out and buy ten more copies of this 
magazine. No, make that twenty copies. 



o. 


MANUFACTURING 



Of course, there's no reason to stop at simply hoarding. Look at it this way: if you have a bit of money saved, why not use 
it to manufacture certain products that’ll be needed in the future but which do not exist today? Little items like designer jeans 
specifically designed for mutants with three legs, and designer jeans specifically designed for mutants with four legs, as well 
as designer jeans specifically designed for mutants with five legs, not to mention designer jeans specifically designed for mu¬ 
tants with six legs. Or, how about special pots and pans designed for cooking over high concentrations of radiation? 



















Slowly, new city-states will be formed from the larger concen¬ 
trations of population, but with no central unifying govern¬ 
ment, there will no longer be any income tax, federal excise 
tax, or presidential speeches pre-empting your favorite sit¬ 
coms. Hey, this doesn't sound so bad after all! 


Above all, one thing the people of this new world will de¬ 
finitely desperately need are maps, showing them ex¬ 
actly how the world has changed, what states no longer 
exist, and exactly what areas aren't safe for anyone to 
enter. And this is where you come in, because, by 
selling maps, you — yes, you - will be able to rake in a 
bundle! 


Maps! 

Get 

your maps 

hprel 


The first places to get hit once the 
bombs start falling will be the larger cit¬ 
ies, the manufacturing centers, and the 
government buildings, as well as army 
bases and missile silos. Within seconds, 
there will be no vestiges of the govern¬ 
ment or the army left. But it won't stop 
there. 


The bombs will just keep com¬ 
ing. And, when the smoke fi¬ 
nally clears, whole states will 
have been blown off the map. 
Surely New Jersey will no 
longer exist, while other states 
will be uninhabitable due to un¬ 
commonly large concentra¬ 
tions of radiation. 


With no government around to keep 
them in check, whatever survivors 
there are will begin to act like ani¬ 
mals; the strong stealing food from 
the weak, eating with their fingers, or 
worse yet, getting their faces right 
down there in their dishes and 
chomping away, and walking around 
and around in a circle on all fours 
before lying down and going to sleep. 


Wat a minute now! Perhaps we re getting a bit ahead of ourselves here. I mean, we've already shown you some scenes 
* he future and even introduced you to The Man of The Future, but we still haven’t given you the low-down on exactly what 

lo-door Talesman routine 0 be lke ' and sucfl hnowletJ 9 e could be quite helpful to you once you're out there doing the old door- 

A LITTLE LOW-DOWN ON 

THE BIG BLOW-UP 
























Okav okay, we know what you’re saying (we've got ears after all), and what you re saying is. 
“How can I sell maps? Where will I get the maps? I won’t know any more than anyone else knows 
about what the world looks like, you know.” But, you see, right there you ve got the whole thing 
backwards, you little nerd, because it’s not so much that YOU won t know, but rather that THEY 
won’t know any more than you do. So, all you got to do is pretend that you know and who s going to 

argue with you? 

In other words, you’ll be able to sell people just about anything and say that it’s a map of what 
the world now looks like and the poor whacked-out dopes won’t know any better. So, simply make 
up some copies of the map shown below (as well as those shown on the next page) and save them 
up for after the bombs come down. They’ll sell like hot cakes! 

YOUR GENERAL AREA including the various makeshift communities which have sprung up 
virtually overnight. 
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The United States or what’s 
left of ’em. 

^ YOUR CITY or what’s left of it 

Hey, here’s a swell 
idea! Why not offer the peo¬ 
ple you sell these maps to 
double their money back if 
the maps don’t work? After 
all, if they follow one of your 
maps, chances are quite 
good that they’ll walk right 
blindly into some deadly 
area of high radioactive 
concentration. And there¬ 
fore they’ll never be able to 
make it back and take you 
up on your offer anyway. So 
what have you got to lose? 
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But, despite all 
that, these cars are far 
from worthless! 


Hi there! It’s me again! 
The Man of The Future! 


|'|| bet you've been wondering just 
how I made all this money I’m riffling 
through, haven't you? 


After all, gasoline, which was already 
scarce during the 1980’s, is virtually nonex¬ 
istent now! And besides, my cars are all 
partially melted now, and all the tires have 
gone flat! 


Well, before the end of civilization- 
as-we-know-it, I used to own a used 
car lot! 


I’ve been renting my 


cars out as condos... 


One family in the front 
seat, another family in 
the back seat, and 
sometimes even a mi¬ 
nority group family in 
the trunk! 


...whereas my cars, although they are a 
bit melted, are still basically intact! 


Look at it this way - when the 
bombs fell, most of the buildings 
around here (be they made of 
brick or wood or whatever) fell all 
apart! 


So, what have I been doing? 


Now, you’d think that cars would be 
pretty worthless after the holocaust, 
wouldn't you? 

















































Besides cars, another item it would be 
an excellent idea to hoard is a printing press 
(as well as lots and lots of paper). The rea¬ 
son: after the holocaust, people will really be 
hot for news, but all the main publishing cen¬ 
ters will have been bombed out of existence. 
So, where are people going to get their 
news? Easy, YOU will publish it. And don’t 
think you won’t be able to. After all, chances 
are folks will be so hot for news they won’t ev¬ 
en care how poorly written it is nor whether or 
not you got the facts all mixed up. 


However, as everyone knows, what really sells papers is not the news but the special features. Therefore, to help 
you along, we now present, for you to lift and publish in your slap-dash publication, a couple of special features de¬ 
signed for'publication after the holocaust... 



DEAR 

ADDLEPATE 

by 

Addlepate 
Desk Drawer 

DEAR ADDLEPATE: 
My sister and I are in 
love with the same two- 
headed mutant. Howev¬ 
er. she’s in love with 
one head, while I’m in 
love with the other. Asa 


mallei ot (act. I cannot stand the head she s in love with: I 
feel he’s a real twit. What should I do? -PUZZLED. 


DEAR PUZZLED: About what? 


DEAR ADDLEPATE: I’m getting rather angry. I mean, why 
don t you ever say anything about us quintopeds in your 
columns? I ve talked to lots and lots of quintopeds and they 
all send in letters to you all the time. So. how come you never 
print an of them? Huh? -MIFFED. 

DEAR MIFFED: Because I prefer to pretend that ugly freaks 
like you don t even exist. So. please don’t write to me ever 
again. And. while you’re at it. go suck a lemon. 

vL» *T> *1* 

DEAR ADDLEPATE: You’ve got to 1 mean it’s my you 
know husband he’s very well at least I think he’s well you 
know it’s well it was you see last week or no earlier well I 
think perhaps and I’ve unless he’s already but that’s when 


you know especially it you you see you know I’m you know'. 
-DESPERATE. 

DEAR DESPERATE: 

First of all, you're going to have to calm down. I can't help 
you now. not in the state you're in. So. please, get a grip on 
yourself, and then write again. I care. 



HINTS FROM HOLOUISE 

Dear Holouise. 

One thing I like to do while working around the bunker is 
spread peanut butter all over my forearms. Smooth seems to 
work the best. It not only keeps the swelling dowm. but also 
catches flies. I've even written a little poem about it: 

When I’m working underground, 

There’s something good I've found. 

Put peanut butter on your arms. 

You it’ll cause no harms. 

In fact, it’s rather nice. 

Much better than ice. 

1 hope your readers can make use of this helpful hint. 

Maud Lynn Braud 
Somewhere Out There 
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Come to think of it if you've really got it all together, you can make your shoddy newspaper serve a double purpose - simply by 
publishing your own ads for all that othlr junk you've been hoarding and are now trying to sell. Here, for your perusal, are a bunch of 
examples of the kinds of advertisements you could run. Study them carefully, then make up your own... 
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this newspaper. 


Try Rulalinsca. Just mb a little Rulalinsea onto your hands every 
day and after fourteen weeks your radiation bums will begin to look 
like age-spots which are much more attractive. Send in now for a 
fourteen week supply. One week's supply only 39.35. Use the con¬ 
venient order form found elsewhere in this newspaper. 


Well, who doesn't? Still, it may be rather hard for you 
to find clothing that fits. So, come on down to the 
corner of Elm and Truncated and try on a couple of 
our beautiful sweaters, hand-knitted before the war. 
Then, use the convenient order form found else¬ 
where in this newspaper. 


mM 
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Does the fact that you glow in 
the dark keep you up nights? 

Well, don’t lose any sleep over it! In¬ 
stead, use our fabulous eye-blinders; 
they make everything look pitch black, 
and they’re only 49.50. Use the con¬ 
venient order form found elsewhere in 


WIGS -- WIGS -- WIGS - 


—of every size, shape, color and description. And, 
for the completist, phoney chest hairs, armpit 
toupees, and nostril hairs. Also, hair shirts for those 
who blame themselves for the holocaust. Com¬ 
plete catalog only 3.75. Use the convenient order 
form found elsewhere in this newspaper. 


“Most people call these radiation burns; 
I call them ugly. 

But what’s a woman to do?” 


Do you have three 
arms and no head? 





SPECIAL LITERARY NOTE 


Af ,er the holocaust, with thousands and thousands of radiation-spawned mutants running around, each one different from 
he next, some> with two heads, some with five legs, some with twelve tongues and conversant in each one of them traditional 

se e nle anymore^' °° S ^ ® S ab reQ ’ ordlnary ' normal P eo P le ~ these kinds of books just won't make much 

The question is then: Just what sort of literature will make sense in that nearly-upon-us future'? The answer is- X-Men 
Comic Books (published by Marvel, on sale at news-stands everywhere; buy a whole bunch of them and bv all means 
hoard em!). ’ J ’ 


These comic books contain so many characters, all 
of them mutated and possessing so many different 
and varying powers, that the ordinary reader of today 
can’t make much sense out of what the heck the 
stories are all about anyway. However, in the future, 
these will be the only sort of stories that WILL make 
sense. 
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Of course it is qenerally conceded that all the junk you've been hoarding (and/or all the products you ve been manufac¬ 
turing) won't do you a bit ot good at all if you're lying on the ground dead and rotting when you should instead be out there ped- 
dlinq your wares. Therefore, it would be a good idea to stay alive. , . . u 

Alonq these lines, a bomb (or fallout) shelter would be the^est thing to have hanging around the house. However one 
needn't go to all the bother and expense of building one of these bunkers, when all you really need to preserve your bod (and 
your merchandise) is a shovel and a large tarp, plus the the following instructions: 

STAYING ALIVE 



Step One: When you see the bomb coming (or preferably when you 
hear that it's on its way), quickly dig a deep hole Extremely deep and 
rather wide. 


Step Two: Grab yourtarp and all your products 
and jump into the hole. 


Step Three: Crouch down and pull 
your coat over your head, Then place 
the tarp over yourself and all your 
products to keep them and yourself 
safe from radiation and water dam¬ 
age. 



Step Four: Stay under there for 
quite a long time - a day at least. 
Try not to breathe too much be¬ 
cause there won't be much air un¬ 
der there. And while you’re at it, it 
might be a good idea to pray a lot. 



Now that you've waited for the pres¬ 
cribed whole day at the very least, 
you can at last simply peel the tarp off 
yourself and your precious products 
and then stand up. But please don't 
stand up too fast, or you may just 
pass out. 
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You have, after all, been 
breathing nothing but stale air 
for over twenty-four hours. And 
you haven't eaten anything 
either, unless your product is 
food of some sort and you real¬ 
ly shouldn't have been eating 
that anyway because you've 
only been eating up your prof¬ 
its... 


As you gingerly climb out of 
your hole, you greet a new 
world, a changed and trans¬ 
formed world, a world that 
glows in the dark. However, 
these marvels are not what 
concern you most at the mo¬ 
ment; rather it is the crazed 
growling you hear that has 
grabbed a-hold of your atten¬ 
tion... 


It is a human being, totally mad, 
drooling his own innards, driven in¬ 
sane by radiation and attacking 
anything that moves... 


Hit him with a left and follow it up swiftly with a right 
cross. Step on his foot and swing your elbow squarely 
into his Adam’s apple. Double him up with a forearm 
slam to the stomach and render him unconscious with a 
rabbit punch. 


You have emerged victorious. Beat on your chest a few 
times and howi loudly so that all about you will know of your 
superiority. Then you can get about peddling your X-Men 
comic books (or whatever else it is you've been hoardinq). 
Good luck! 





















But then again, why wait until after the holocaust to start making your money? The survivalists, after all, may have a point. 
There are thousands and thousands of people out there who are already scared, already preparing for the end, and these people 
will buy just about anything. So, why even stop where the survivalists have stopped, at just selling them survival products... when 
you can also sell them cosmetics, clothing and other luxuries specifically designed so that they can only make use of them when 
and if the end comes down? Here are but a few examples of some of the jurift'these bozos will buy... 


What's the first thing to fall off once radiation hits you? 
That’s right — your nose. So prepare now tor the inevitable 
by sending away for one of our exclusive, adhesive artificial 
noses. They come in various styles: bulbous, pug. Roman, 
turnip and squash. And thcv’re reversible. Send 25.95 now 
to UP YOUR NOSH. South Bend, California. Allow five 
weeks for delivery. And let’s hope the war doesn't start be¬ 
tween now and then, because that might make delivery a bit 
difficult. 



When the bomb drops, when the radiation hits you, and 
your face begins to melt, do you want ugly icky flesh 
dripping all over your brand new suit? Of course you 
don't. So, you'd better send away right now for one of 
our highly protective holocaust bibs. They come in char¬ 
coal gray, basic black, scared brown, and pure white. 
Please specify size. 7.98 each. Buy two. BIB DRIBBLES 
INC., Box 546,798,423, New Brunswick, California. 



After the big one, there’s going to be a shortage of ani¬ 
mals, let alone human beings. So how are you going to 
protect your hovel and all your precious belongings? 
Easy -- just mail us 49.50 and we’ll send you a robot guard 
dog. And, with our exclusive remote control device, you’ll 
control its every movement. Make it bark. Make it bite. 
Make it sit up. Make it beg. make it walk around and 
around in a circle on all fours before lying down and going 
to sleep, mail today before you forget. MAN’S BEST 
FRIEND, Box 374, Denver, California. 



It is a well-documented fact that post-World 
War Three winters will be bitter cold, especially 
for those who have mutated to the point where 
they can no longer wear conventional clothing. 
Therefore, it behooves you to prepare now for 
the inevitable by buying one of our sweaters 
with three arms and no neck opening. After 
you mutate, it’ll fit perfectly. Send 39.50 to 
Maiden Aunt Sweaters, Box 32 Long, Detroit, 
California. 




So there you have it, boys and 
girls - more instructions than 
you can shake a sharp stick at, 
all detailing exactly how you 
can become as rich as I am! 


Yessir, civilization 
may be at an end, 
but capitalism 
just keeps rolling 
along! 
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In other words and in conclusion, I'd 
just like to say that one really 
shouldn't view the upcoming holo¬ 
caust as a tragedy, a disaster! Rath¬ 
er you should look upon it as a boon! 


Good Grief! What’s going on? I feel all 
funny inside, like my insides are twisting 
all around each other in rapid succes¬ 
sion... 
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.because all you gotta do is plan ahead 
in order to wind up just like me! And 
that means that ultimately you’ll... 
you’ll... 


Oh no! This is disgusting! Now I 
don’t have any legs at all! How’l 
I get around? 


And I’m even uglier than I used 
to be! I look like a chunk of 
plastic vomit! 
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!•• I must be mutating again! 


Oh well, maybe I can rent 
myself out as a novelty! 


Or a conversation piece! 


Or maybe even a paper-weight! 




■ v 

. i\ 

#\ 


There... there must be some way 
to make some money out of this... 






m 






o • 




Remember -- the future 
is on its way. And you'll 
only have yourself to 
blame if you blow it. Just 
don’t say we didn't warn 
you! 
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YOCKS YOU CAN BANK ON! 



WHY PUT YER CASH IN A BANK, 
WHEN YOU CAN SEND IT TO US? 



Get yerself 12 big 
issues (including 4 
$1.25 Super 
Specials) fer only 
$9.00!!* That’s a 
$3.20 savings off 
th’ regular sub¬ 
scription price, and 
a barrel of laughs 
to boot! (Wheel 
barrel, that is) 


"Canada: add $1.00; Foreign: add $2.00 


82 




MICHAhk CARLIN 

n 



IT'S ALL^ 
REET 
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{ONUS CUTOUTS 


1 DMI 
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COMICAL BANK 

nastier charge 

THE INTER-BLANK CARD 


f lost or stolen, 
* tough oo you! 


5EE3 05GE, US 


GOOD THRU: 
bankruptcy 


O.U.KID sign") 


INTER-BLANK 


CB 


) L 




A GOLD-DIGGER WHO’LL TAKE AWAY YOUR MONEY 


3Er2e-3& 

(Blanche's moasuromonts) 


member in 
good sitting 


NAME 


“Don’t Con Us — We’ll Con You” 


You’ll get a big charge out of us. 

BUNK AMERICARD 


Sign here . 




will expire: much after you do 


THE CARD THAT DOES AWAY WITH MONEY 
(mainly yours!) 


ii»UiaJ£Ai'J DISMISS 
Dfill) 


171L5E, 

Don’t leave 
home without 
lots of It! 



E3-SWD-00 


If signature 
doesn’t match. 

It's your hard luck! 


sign here - 


(never give your right name) 


DINER'S CLOD 

INTERNATIONAL 


your name: 


good up to ?i,3E c JL 1 Ej1 lbs. lb nz of food 


Good In any decent restaurant in America 
— and some indecent ones In Newark. 


(not Marvel) 


GASOLINE^F CREDIT CARD 


NAME. 


HflEEUSEuW 

(which la what It'll coal you Ihla yean 

You give us money — we give you gas. 







































































